a6o         B/AJtiCA AMONG  THE NIGHTINGALES

We scarce knew if our nature meant

Most passionate earth or intense heaven
The nightingales, the nightingales!

in.

We paled with love, we shook with love,

We kissed so close we could not vow ;
Till Giulio whispered "Sweet, above

God's Ever guaranties this Now."
And through his words the nightingales

Drove straight and full their long clear call,
Like arrows through heroic mails,

And love was awful in it all.
The nightingales, the nightingales !

O cold white moonlight of the north,

Refresh these pulses, quench this hell !
O coverture of death drawn forth

Across this garden-chamber . . . well !
But what have nightingales to do

In gloomy England, called the free . .
(Yes, free to die in ! . . .) when we two

Are sundered, singing still to me ?
And still they sing, the nightingales !